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sort of Buddha sitting on the floor with crossed legs and hands folded on her lap receiving the homage of her worshipping subjects. But never had I pictured her as I saw her that day.
She sat on a kind of Turkish divan covered with figured Chinese silk of a beautiful yolk-of-egg colour, her feet (which were of normal size, she being a Man-chu) barely touching the ground. She wore dark trousers, loose at the ankle, and a long coat of diaphanous pale blue silk covered with delicate Chinese embroidery in a design of vine leaves and grapes. Her hair, according to the Manchu fashion, was parted in front and brushed smoothly back over the ears to the back of the head, where it was caught up and looped high over a kind of paper-cutter of beautiful green jade, set, like an Alsatian bow, crosswise on the summit of the head. The ends of this paper-cutter, which projected on both sides over the ears, were decorated with great bunches of artificial flowers, butterflies, and hanging crimson silk tassels.
As she was a widow, her cheeks were neither painted nor powdered. Her piercing brown eyes, when not looking benignly on the foreign ladies (she seemed most anxious to impress us with the friendliness of her feelings towards us, though she would willingly have eaten us up the year before !) roved inquiringly about among her surroundings, an angry gleam appearing in them if her attendants did not instantly appreciate the significance of an order or even of a gesture. Her hands were long and tapering and prettily shaped, though disfigured by the repulsive Chinese custom of letting one or two of the nails of one hand grow as long as careful cultivation would induce them to become. The nails of two fingers of the right hand88                    'INDISCRETIONS'
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